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7 0 the WW orthy Poofierics: 


the Mug-Houſes. 


Dear nen. and Fellow Citizens, 


£ much the Friends 
the Hanover e 
were diſcountenanc'd towards the 
Cloſe of the Laſt Reign, when 
| thoſe who drank Healths to that 
| * Huſtrious Family, were brand- 
ed with the odious Name of a 


4 


Fanatical Faction, and expos 8 


both to the Frowns of the Mini- 
ay. 


and all the Gentlemen of 5 
the Lox AL. Societies of. 


"HEN I remember how 


* 


Dedication. 


ſtry, and the Inſults of Sacheve- 
rel's Mob, I cannot but congra- 
tulate with you in the preſent 
Glorious Turn of Affairs, which 


demands Joy and Gratitude from 


every honeſt Briton, and gives 
him Authority on his Side. 


Ever ſince I have frequented 


your Societies, I have been 


charmd with thoſe diverting 


Scenes of Loyalty, which they 
manifeſt in fo publick a Manner 


to the preſent Government; and 


tho' an honeſt Man can never be 


melancholy at a Mug-houſe, yet 


for your farther Diverſion, I was 


inducd to publiſh the following 


Collection. 


I have | 


* 
4 
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Dedication. 
have begun it with anew Pro- 
logue, which not only juſtifies our 
Loyalty to King GEORGE 
in General, but alſo ſets in a clear 
Light the Order and Manner of 
our Societies, the Method we 


take to ſhew our Love to His 


MAJESTY, and our Conſtitu- 
tion in Church and State, and 
removes the Objections of the 
Ignorant and unthinking, W udo 
are apt to blame us. As to thoſe 
who hate the Cauſe it ſelf, for 
which we aſſemble, we can ex- 
pect to meet no better Treatment 


from them, than they give to his 


Sacred MAJESTY. But we need 
not be at all concern'd, how much 
loever theſe are diſpleas d, ſince 


. 


_ Dedication. 


Affection and Loyalty to King 


GEORGE is what they hate, in 


what Manner or Degree ſoever 
| Perſons ſhew it, and conſequent- 

ly this ſo publick and hearty a 
Manner f ſhewing it, is What 
moſt enrages them, and of this 
they have lately given evident 


Proofs. But as the Laws protect 


us, we ſhall ſafely ride out the 
Storms of their tempeſtuous Rage, 
and then ſhall rejoyce in a glori- 
ous and ſerene Calm. 

Gentlemen, If this Book be 


any way uſeful to theſe Loyal So- 


cieties, I have my End; and that 


the Number of them may increaſe | 
and be ſo manag d every where, 
ꝛ⁊s to promote Loyalty and Obe- 
25 dience 


Dedication. 
dience to the Government, and 
Friendſhip and g00 4 Neighbour- 


hood among the Subjects, is the 
hearty Wiſh of 


Your Faithful, 


Humble Servant, &c. 


PREFACE 


TO THE 


High-Hying Tories. 


Gentlemen, 


HE Queſtion has been often pat 
g to us by thoſe of your Party, 
What need is there of ſhew- 
ing your Loyalty in this Man- 
ner, you did not do ſo in Queen Aus 
time, and why now ? | 

If 1 ſhould only ſay, We are pleas” d 
ſo to do, and will not ask your leave, 
this world be as pertinent an Anſwer 
as ſo impertinent a Queſ:ion deſerV'd. 
But I anſwer further ; The late Queen 
was belowd by both Parties, ſu that 


; — I 


there was mo need then for any to 


diſtinguiſh —_ from. the reſt in 


Jhewing | 


- 
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PREFACE 
. 


Gentlemen, 


T H E Queſtion has been often put 


to us by thoſe of your Party, 
What need is there of ſhew- 
ing your Loyalty in this Man- 
ner, you did not do ſo in Queen Az#'s 
time, and why n ᷣͤ =: 
V I ſhould only ſay, We are pleas'd 
ſo to do, and will not ask your leave, 
this would be as pertinent an Anſwer 
as ſo impertinent a Queſtion deſertd. 
But I anſwer further; The late Queen 
was belowd by both Parties, ſo that 
there was mo need then for any to 
diſtinguiſh themſelves from the reſt in 
| . pe uing 


PREFACE. 
ſhewing their Loyaity, But now, tho 
all have as much Re ſon, if 1.97 more, 
to wr, love, ana obey Ring GEORGE, 
yet we have a Party amos is, (I mean 
your ſelves) who by lying Siories, op- 
probrions Laignage, horrid Oaths and 
Curſes, yea, ſome by open Rele'lion 
have fhewi their diſſoyal Rancour and 
Malice to the beſt of KINGS. 

This your daring Impudence provekes 
us to ſhew that Loyalty Love and Eſteem 
we juſtly have for Ring GEORGE in 
fo pullick a Manner, in order te let 
the Wold ſee, that he wants not Sub- 
jets too are as Lal and Hearty for 
him and their Country, as you are diſ- 
loyal and Enemies to both, 

How can you, or any one blame 1s 
for ſhewing our Zeal for a Proteſtant 
King ſeated on the Throne, and (ling 


by Law, when you are 9 ſottiſhly fox 


of a Popiſh Big got, a Wanderer with- 


out Houſe or Land, and one whoſe Prin- 
 ciples (if the Wretch has a Soul capa- 


ble of any) oblige him- to break thro 


all Laws when his Godfather the Pope 
„ Pleaſes? 


PREFACE. 


pleaſes? This unaccountable Folly and 
Madneſs of yours renders it commenda- 
ble and even neceſſary for us to con- 
tradiſtinguiſh our ſelves by proclaiming 
our entire Satisfaction in the preſent 
happy Government, at .the Mug-houſes, 
while your inſolent Faction pray for 
the Pretender in Maſs-houſes, and Non- 
Jurant Conventicles, and vilify the Go- 
vernment and its Friends in all your 
private Clubs and Cabals, ES 
VI had been talking to the Wiſe, 
one Word would have been enough, 
but if theſe don't ſatisfy you, more will 
not, therefore I leave you, deſiring your 
Converſion, or at leaſt that you would 
put in Practice your darling Doctrine of 
Paſſive Obedience to King GEORGE, 
and then I would not ſcruple to drink 
your Healths at the Mug-houſe. 


Yours, Oc. 
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The Order and Method of the Loyal 
Societies at the Mag- Houſes, by way 
of Prologue. 


| HEN Loyal Numbers fill the ſpacious Room, 
| And the appointed Hour is july come, 
The Preſident, in turn, aſſumes the Chair, 
And bids them all for G:.Oi«GE's Health prepare. 
This done, with him, they all uncover d fland, 
And each bis brimful Mug takes in his Hand, 
They them at once advance, then ſilent ave 
The Royal Heart-reiviug Health to hear, | 
When he beoins with a Majeſtick Air. 
Here's GEOKG7's Health our only lawful King, 
Who like Great Noſſaw Liberty did bring; 
Long may he {way the cepter in his Hand, 
And heap new Blejlines on this Happy Land. 
All drind, extend. lowey their Mugs, and ground, 
Tories, f there, fret at the thundring Sound. 
Three brick Huzzas, or hearty Claps we give, 
And Foy in every. Face we may perceive. 8 
The Prince and Princeſs, the bleſt Royal Pair 
And all their Iſſue next in Order ave. 
William ho came ard ſet this Nation free 
From Romiſh Big gots and vile Slavery, _ 
And left to us this Bleſſed Legacy; | 
We drink to his Immortal Memory. 5 
Now Loyal Songs between _ Health we fing, 
Which heighten Mirth and Greater Pleaſures bring 
Me Sing the Glories of a proſperous War, 
* When under Marlb'rough's and Prince Eugene's Care. 


: B EY Our 


[2] 


Our Noble Patriots in or Songs we praiſe, 


| As ne'er was parallel'd in OV 1CV Dr 2 g 1 : 
\ We ſing the woful time when Britain's Glories W -.-* 


Mere ſully d, ſunk, and loft by Britiſh Tories. 
We ſing the ch” (ond Crimes, how we were ſold 


To the French 


1 { 
yrant, for Wine, Whores, and Gold, © 


We ſing the riſing Cauſe of Liberty, | - 
How we were ſav'd, and who did ſet us free, 4 


Ingenious Prologues plenſe the curious Ear, 

Mit and Inſtruction in the Lines appear; 

In flowing Eloquence they touch the Mind 

With Maxims ſuited beſt to human Kind. 
England's and Scotland's Churches As they are 

By Law eftabliſh'd, in our Healths do fhare ; 

Succeſs to both with hearty Claps ave drink, 

O may they ne er by Tory Hiph-church fink, 

Me wiſh the Belgick States Proſperity, 

Our Faithful Proteſtants, our beſt Allie. 

IT boſe conquering Gen'rals Marlb'rough and Eugene, 

By whom the French ſo oft have routed been. 9 
The Heroes who the Rebels ferc'd to yield, 

And their unnatural Rebellion quell d. 

Type Wiſe, the Faithful Stateſmen round the Throne, > | 


| Newcaſtle, Walpole, and the reſt well known, 
Too many to be mention'd one by one: 

Thoſe Noble Guardians of our Liberty, 

To drink their Healths, and (lap, we all apvee, 

Confuſion to the Plots and curs'd Deſign | 

Of Tories, who with Papiſis do combine 

Me drink, but wiſh Deſtruction unto none, 

Much leſs Damnation unto any one. I” 

The Tories Rancour batch'd this monſtrous Lye, 

To caft a Scandal on our Loyalty. 

Such wile ſuch Helliſh Language fits their Cauſe, 
WW hg zwou'd ſubvert our Government and Laws. 


Gy ry 2 
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We drink juſt what we pleaſe and none gainſay, 
And when we will, we come and go awa 
Some honeſt Whigs too, Mug-houſfes do ame, 
But tis becauſe they thither never came. 
Grave, Ancient Men when they our Order ſee, 


Orr harmleſs Mirth, our Zeal and Loyalty, 


Seem young again, joyn in our Harmony, 
Th ey laugh and ſing and merry are as We, 

Thus we with Healtths and Songs the time improve, 
Promoting Friendſhip, Loyalty, and Love: 
The Preſident at Eleven quits the Chair, 
Then to their Homes all quietly repair, 
This makes the High-church fret, their Paſſions move, 
T hey hate us all, becauſe King GEORGE ve love, 
For this they . Wore they'd pull Mug. houſes down, 
And uon d „File) had Xing GEORGE, Crown. 
But Laws and Halters <vhen to them apjly'd, 
Will curb. their Malice, and abate their Pride, 


— 


The Pretender Charge N the 


Tori ies. 


ROM diſtant Lands your wandring King 
With mournful Voice does call, 

Ye Tories hear the heavy Charge 

have againſt you all. 
The Non- reſiſting Doctrine was 
The Mark to know you by, 
And all falſe Brethren call'd, who dare 
This Article deny. 
zull Thirty Years this was the Cant, 

To Royal Sovereignty; 


Paſſive Obedience we will £ 


Like Eſſex Calves we'll * | 
B 2 0 ee 


141 


The Scaramouches every where, 
With open Throats bawl'd out, 
Ye Loyal Sons of our High- church, 
I) his is the Truth no Doubt. 
The Oxonian Doctors farther went, 
And gravely did aver, 
A damning Sin it was to ſet 
Aſide a Popiſh Heir. 
Late Femmy who my Father was, 
If Im his Son, be true, 
Three Kin gdoms loſt by truſting to 
This ſwearing perjur'd Crew. 
You ſwore that you believ'd that I 
Came from the Royal Line, 
So you my Subjects were, and I 
Your King by Right Divine. 
You boaſted that the FHIGS were lefs 
In Number ten to one, 
And fo with Eaſe if I'd come o'er, 
You'd ſet me on the Throne. 
Your Words I took, deceived by 
Leſley that flattering Tool.; | 
But found you prov'd the greateſt Knaves, 
Ind I the greateſt Fo. 
One King you ſwore to, yet him hate, 
And for another long, 
Let which of us be in the Right, 
You muſt be in the wrong. 
| You're falſe to him to whom you ſwore, 
And are to me not true ; | 
The worſt of Men that ever liv'd, 
Are Saints compar'd with you. 
If curſing Oaths and Lies, like Swords. 
And Guns, the WHIGS would kill, 
Your Femmy ſoon might come again, 


The Brztiſb Throne to fill. 


| 3 

But fighting WHIGS my rival Guard, 

— The thund'ring Din of War, 

Fill Tories Hearts and mine with Fear; 
This this our Cauſe does marr. 

Pray beg my Rival generouſly, 
To give to me his Throne, 

For by your fighting I've no Hopes 
It e er will be my own. 

But if, like Fools, you'll try once more 

The WHIGS ſuperior Power, 

Your King turns Prophet, and foretels, 
You'll riſe to fall down lower, 

This is the dreadful Curſe I wiſh 
On all the Tory Race; | 

ITwou'd eaſe my raging Heart to hear 

It ſpeedily take place. 

May ye again rebel, and may 

This Doom upon you fall, 

Be routed t houſands ſlain, the reſt 
Taken and hanged all. 

1 by my Royal Word now ſwear, 
Since I poor I have been, 

By you falſe Cowards once betray'd, 
PII ne'er truſt you again. 

This is your charge none can deny't, 
Tis Truth which J here tell, 

Ye traitorous Tories now farewel, 
Eternally farewel. 


8 


The Tories Anſwer. 


FN REA T Sir, we Tories were amaz'd, 
Your heavy Charge toehear ; 
Who are the Cowards, you or we, 
"Theſe Lines will make appear. 


© 
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We Own'd you for King Fames's Son; 
And pray'd you to come over, 

Tell us what mighty Things yo've done 
Your Kingdoms co recover. 


When you embark'd, the roaring Waves 


Fill'd your faint Heart with Fear, 
Your Courage (if you any had) 
Was left behind you there. 


When you into the Harbour got, 


And ſafely was unſhip'd 


You trembled like a naughty Child, 


Juſt going to be whop'd. 


Ah! did the piercing Northern Cold 


The ſhaking Ague bring ? 

O no, it was a timorous Heart, 

That lodg'd within our King. 

You came and view'd your Highland Claus, 
And rode from Front to Rear; | 

You lik'd not them, nor they lik'd you, 

_ Your looks betray'd your Fear. 

Argyle drew nigh with furious Speed, 
The Fare of War to try; | 


Three Kingdoms could not make you ſtay, 


But y ou as faſt did fly. 
I ſhall be caught or kill'd, you cry'd, 
When murd'ring Bullets fly, I 
Or thund'ring Noiſe will make me deaf, 
Or Smoke put out mine Eyes. 


Your valiant Clans then wiſely thought, | 


Since you was fled and gone, 


They would not be ſuch Fools to fight : 


And thus you were undone. 


But they with Swords and Targets arm'd, 


Could make your Foes'to bleed, 


And drive them back (had you but ſtaid) 


Into the River Tweed. 


Had 
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Had you but boldly warcht tous 
In Britain's Southern Parts; 
Great Numbers would have Joyned you, 
With Courage 1n their Hearts, 
Your Name in Hiftories will be 
Keverſe to Cæſar's Name: 
You caine and ſaw, then ran away 
Much taſter than you came. 
Turn Prieſt, the Ladies then will come 
To you to be conſeſt 
Sing Ave Marias, and ſay Maſs, 
Thar ſuits your Temper beſt. 
Were ever faithful Subjects ſerv'd 
So bale as we have been, 
Slighted aud lefr, yea bullied too 
By One we call'd our King. 
All, but we Tortes, are aſham'd 
Io cen thee for a King, 
Thou crying, flying, Runagate, 
Thou down-lookt, puny Thing. 
Pray croſs the Seas no more to us, 
Me ſne're will go ta thee ; | 
Thy weeping, ditmal, laſt Fare-well 
Eternal then will be. 


6—[— CANE: 
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On the late Great Eclipſe : With a 
proper Application to the Tories. 


IME can't efface that memorable Day, 
When Night its gloomy Darkneſs did diſplay 
Almoſt at Noon, calm was the Morn and fair, | 
When Titan's glorious Beams did firſt appear: 
Bears, Wolves, and Tygers, all the Beaſts of Prey, 


* 


Were by his ſplendid riſeing chaft away ; 
| Fach 


* 
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191 
Each Hour added to his growing Light, 
No intervening Clouds appear'd in 15 
The envious Moon by flow Degrees drew nigh, , 
Striving to hide hie Glory from our Eye; | 
She more and more his leſſening Light obſcur'd, 
Beyond what e'er the blackeft Foggs procur'd : 
Till uncouth Darkneſs twallew'd up his Light, 
The People trembling at the awtul Sight. 
Thus Tories, like the Moon, drew ncar the Queen, 
And veiPd her Glory with a ſable Screen. 
Ten Years ſueceſstul War had made her reign, 
More and more glorious every new Campaign. 
Britain, and Britain's Queen were then belov'd 
By Friends, and to their Foes a Terror prov'd ; 
Till Tories ſtop'd the Progreſs of our Fame, 
And blur'd with coal black Strokes late Anna's Name, 
They by a worſe Eclipſe turn'd Day to Night, 
Dark'ning both hers and Britains Glory quite; 
Like ravenous BeaPs they crept out of their Den, 
And what great Marib'rough rais d, tore down again. 
Four Years the Eclipſe by ſwift Degrees went on, 
Till Anna's Gloxy totally was gone,; 
The horrid Darknefs did apace encreaſe, 
The ſad Effects of an inglorious Peace, 
Sol's ſplended Light d:d ſoon burſt forth again, 
But Anna's black. Eclipſe did ſtill remain : 
Clouds, threat' ning Storms of Ruin did appear, 
By Feſuits rais d, and {preading far and near. 
*Tis ſaid the ſaw the diſinal Clouds, and cry'd, 

By Tories I'm betray d, and trembliug dy d. 
Thus did her Sun in Tory Darkneſs ſet, 
Th' Eclipſe then vaniſh'd, Light did Victory get: 
Another Sun more glorious did ariſe, _ | 

Its Light too great for Tories purblind Eyes; 
Like Owls wa. Bats they ſhun this gladſome Day, 
And into Holes to hoot they ſneak away. 


Truth 


FLEET 
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Truth on both Sides. 
To the Tune of, by the Light of the Moon. 


— 
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E have a King, a Proteſtant, 
Whoſe Royal Mind's poſſeſt, 
With all the noble Vertues which 

Will make a Nation bleſt ; 
He's wiſe and thoughtful, valiant, brave, 
_ He's merciful and juſt, 
Honeſt and faithful to his Word, 

All him may ſafely truſt. 


Tories would have a King, whoſe Mind 
By Prieſts prepared 1s, | 

To break all Oaths, and perpetrate 
The greateſt Villanies, 25 

At their Command he ſtill muſt act, 

Be cruel and unjuſt, 

And make us (now a nappy Land) 

A People moſt accurs'd. 


Our King's illuſtrious Family, 
An Honour is to him; 
And he as King oa Britain's Throne, 
| Reflects the ſame on them, 
He loves his Subjects ſhould be free, 
And ſo moſt fit to be „ 
Britain's great Ruler, to maintain 
Our Laws and Liberty. 


Tories would have a King unknown, 
Who, or trom whence he came, 
A Man without one Foot of Land, 
Without a Houle or Name: 


10 
A Man to Popiſh Prieſts a Slave, 
Ne us would make ſo to, 
He's fit to be the Tories King, 
To him then let them go. 


King GEORGE has Lords and Commons 
ho in his Intereſt joyn, (both 
The Mony'd, Landed, Merchant Mey, 
And England Bank of Coyn: 
He has vaſt Treaſures of his own, 
Large Lands, and Army's great, 
A ſirong Alliance has ——_— 
Our 2 to compleat. 


Tories would have a bankrupt King, 
O'er Head and Ears in Debt, 
W ho lives by borrowing up and down 
Where he can Credit get? 
A Debt he owes to France ard Rome, 
It daily greater grows, | 
Britain's whole Caſh is ſcarce enoug 
To pay off what he owes. 
King GEORGE has ſober, thinking Men, 
And Men of Reſolution, _ | 
All Proteſtants who know the worth 
Of Britain's Conſtitution; 
The Officers on Sea and Land, 
Thoſe bold and conquering Men, 
A Terror were to Gallick Foes, 
For GEORGE they'll fight again, 


The Shamſters Friends are the vile Mob, 
The mad and {wearing Crew, 

The noily, poor, unthinking Sots, 
And High- church Parſons too: | 


Tho' 


(17 ] 
Tho' theſe their greater Numbers boaſt, 
Should they rebel again, 
They'll find unto their wotu] Coſt, 
We have the better Men. 


2 


A Prologue ſpoken at the opening the 
Roe-buck Mmg-houſe, _ 


| B * ITONS, when o'er the merry Mug we meet, 

Lets joyn our Hearts and Hands for GEORGE 
| (the Great; 

And while the Loyal Toaſts go briskly round, 

With harmleſs Joy let ev'ry Cup be crown'd: 

Let Tory Routs tumpltuous Riots raiſe, | 

And prop their ſin king Cauſe by wicked Ways, 

We will not do, nor will we ſuffer wrong, 

We need no Arms, - we'll rout 'em with a Song ; 

Enough they've telt the Fury of our Clubs, 

And learn'd the wholeſome Diſcipline of Drubs ; 

So oft before this choſen Band they've fled, 

Now one Huzza will ſtrike, the Rebels dead. 

When high the Tide of Tory Faction ran, 

 Bravely to ſtem the Torrent you began ; 

When Traitorous Miniſters their Courtry ſold, 

And bought deſtructive Peace with Gallick Gold, 

Your generous Souls the baſe Deſign abhor d, 

And ſigh'd in Vain for Marlb'rough's conquer i g Sword, 

At laſt the Conqueror came, and then the King, 

And now for thoſe, you lately ſigh'd, vou lins , 

Advance your Mugs, fer GEORGE your Ki g prepare 

A Loyal Health, and then a Lowa! Air, 

In Loyalty ſtrive always to be firſt, 

And inthe beſt of Times forget the worſt, 


( 12 ] 
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An Epilogue ſpoken on the ſame 
Occaſion. 


NV OU Loyal Britons who are hither come, | 
To drink King GEORGE's Health in ſpite of 

. | (Rome ; 

Here we are ſafe, this is the dreaded Place, 

Where High-church Tories dare not ſhow their Face. 

When Bungy's {laviſh Cant had fir'd their Zeal, 

W hich threat'ned Ruin to the common Weal ; 

They thought by noiſy Rage t' have wen the Day, 

And by their Numbets make the Whigs give Way, 

But tree born Britons did aſſemble here; | 

Whoſe Love for Liberty did baniſh Fear, 

From hence you often times have iſſued forth, 


And made them know their Boaſts were nothing worth. 


Could Slaves fight thoſe that ſtood for Liberty? 
No, no, your greater Courage made them flee; 
Like Lyons you thoſe Tories ſoon ſubdu'd, 
And ſwiſt as Roe-bucks cloſely them purſu'd. 
When you through ſpacious Streets, with Shouts pro- 

| . | claim 
On publick Days King GEORGE“ glorious Nane F 
Fear makes thoſe Cowards at a diſtance keep, 
And into narrow Lanes and Streets they creep, 
Where Fames the T-d with trembling Voice they ( 

| | | _ (peep. 


Bur if they hear that you are drawing nigh, 


They're ſtruck with Terror, and in haſte they fly. 
Your Love did ſooneſt for King GEORGE appear, 
Tho' as a Mug: houſe you bring up the Rear, 

Let now your Loyal Healths and Songs abound, 
This will the Tories more and more confound. 


„ 


. 
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The Pretenders Army, 
To the Tune of, the Earl of Eflex, 


S Perkin one Morning lay muſing in Bed, 
F The Thoughts of th ce Kingdoms ran much in 
| | (His He ac; 
A Friend came from Britain up to his Bed-tide, 
Great News I've to tell yon, dread Sovereign he cry'd. 


I've brought you a Liſt, *tis moſt certainly true, 

Ot many brzve Heroes that are there for you, 

Firſt Butchers and Porters who bravely will thwack it, 
Aud bold Bridewel Boys who fight in blue Jacket. 

» 9 N 

Next comes the Tomturdmen with Shovels and Poles, 
The Sweepers of Chinineys, and Men that cry Coals, 
The Carmen and Duſtmen in their fine Array, 


With Stink and black Faces will tright Whigs away, | 


Of Strolers and Beggars « Regiment or two, , 

V/ hoſwear what they're worth, they'll ſpend alltor you, 
Pick-pockets, Hou'e-breakers, and R en too. 
With Bulleys, and Sharpers, they all are for you. 


Of Poor Country Clowns, there are thouſands will try 
One Battle tor you, tho' they cannot tell why; 
The poor Country Squires their Leaders will be, 
Their mortgag'd Eſtates if you will fer free. 


Tho' Paul they have hang'd, there's many a black Cat, 
Of the imaller Fry, tho but few of great Note, 

_ - They'll ſerve for our Chaplains, there's more than e- 

5 e 5 (nougb 

The reſt range in Regiments, and cloath them in Buff. 
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Old Basket-women, Orange, and Oyſter Wenches, 
The Duſt Girls, and Whores that ſel] Apples on Benches, 
We can chuſe out of them a Miſtreſs tor you, x 

As your ſuppos'd Uncle when King once did do. 


The Billing {gate Wenches, and Night walking Whores, 
Will joyn this fine Army in hundreds of Scores ; 
They'll fcold all your Foes quite out of the Field, 

If hiſſing and clapping won't make them all yield. 


When all this fine Army are jumbled together, 
And you Sir to joyn them are ſafely come hither ; 
Then range them in Order, which no Man can do, 
And they'll fight as courageous and as ſtoutly as you. 


For if they joyn Battle, they'll make a ſhort ſtay, 
That you might have time Sir to ſcour away, 
Then as faſt as they can, they'll all follow after, 
That they might not be kill'd, or dye in a Halter. 


Ah me! Then cry'd Perkin this Raſcally Mob, 


Alre fit but the Hen-rooſts and Orchards to rob; 


Alas I'm undone, my Cauſe it muſt rue, 85 
For I'm ſure theſe can never three Kingdoms ſubdue. 


Surrounded with them, like a Cheat I ſhould look, 
My Doom I can read, Sir, without any Book; 
Such an Army as this, *tis a thouſand to one, 
Will bring me to Tybourn, inſtead of a Throne. 


The 


Fig] 
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Ie Hiſtory of the Tories: Or the Ja- 
Pan Song. 
To the Tune of, the Noble Race of Shinken. 


HFT HE Tories all of late Sir, 
Through England Contuſion did make, 
They talk'd for their King, | 
And ſwore they'd bring him in, 
And pull down GEORGE the Great. 


ͤ— 


And to compleat their Deſign Sir, 
They had him over to Scotland; 
But as ſure as you are there, 
There's no one need to fear, | 
But it ſoon proy'd to him a Hot-land: 


At Perth was his Royal Perſon, 
Surrounded with his falſe Loons; 
He appeared like a Beau, 
For Mar wou'd have it ſo, | 
And they ſwore they'd have him crown'd. 


The Day it was prefixed, | 
For his moſt ſolemn Coronation, 
But before the Day was come, 
He ſhow'd them all a run, 
Which {top'd. his Exaltation. 


Had Argyle and General Cadogan 
Been one Day ſooner at Perth, 
As ſure as a Gun, 
They wou'd a ſtop'd his Run, 
Ii not a ſtop'd his Breath. 


C.z Here 
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wan his Friends look plaguey dull Sir, 
For their Hearts arc almoſt broke, 

Thev quite deſpair the thing, 

Ot having of their King, 
Bur they ſwear they'll have t'other Stroke. 


And to keep up their faint Courage, 
Upon Thankſgiving Day: 

Tis a Story that is true, 

They wore both Tyme and Rue, 
Oak Bougbs the Twentynintk of May. 


But the Jeſt was at Charing-croſs Sir, 
Where two Whores were a w alking along, 
Stuck out with Tyme and Rue, 
But the Jades look'd very blue, 
When their Arſes were double Japan'd 


Three Shoe Boys came upto theſe Srrumpets, 
The one lay flat upon his Face, 
The Second gave a Puſh, 
While the Third with a 'Bruſh, 
Did finely japan her Arſe. 


And at Smilhfeeld-bavs three Soldiers, 
Met three Jilts ſtuck out with Rue; 
Fach Man took his Laſs, 

And ſoundly {lap'd her Arſe, 

Which made * look very dlue. 


And at Somer ſet- houſe three Whies Sir, 
Met a Rogue with a Noſegay of Rue; 
They made him eat it up, | 
Which drench'd his Jackiſh Gut, 
And made him ro re and: 4 to . 
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The next was the Tenth of une Sir, 
The Tiler's Son's Birth Day; 

And they all did agree, 

Him before that time, they'd ſee. 
But alas he is run away! 


And in Honour of him they {wore Sir, 

White Roſes they'd wear that Day; 
But the Counters and the Jails, 
Make their Projects always-fail, 

And the Roles all wither'd away. 


And now let us all look back Sir, 
And view what they want to be doing ; 
Their Work fer to crown, : 
They'd pull the Church down; 
But at laſt it hath prov'd their Ruin. 


To King GEORGE with the Prince and Princeſs, 
And all the pretty little Babes, | 
Who are a growing up, | 

In time for to cup, 8 


Thoſe bold and 41 Blades. 


Then fill up your Mugs a Bumper 
To all true . —— that = Fr” F 
Who will freely loſe their Blood, 
For to fight their Country's Good, 
And to King GEORGE moſt Royal. 
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Ou the Triangular LINE of Bala 


To the Tune of, A Begging we will go. 


I'S E T Carpenters and Joyners all 
„ Look Pleaſint now and ſmile, 
For certainly they'll have a Job 
Within a little while, 
If to Tybourn they will oo, &c. 


That Antient piece of Building will 
To ſudden Ruin come, 
By zcalous Saints and high Biggots 
Of Holy Mother Rome; 
When to Tybourn, &c, 


Rome boaſt no more of Peter 8 Chair, 
Nor of St. Gregory's Bones; 

On this ſad Tree. our Eyes did ſee, 

Two glorious Martyrs Dooms. - 
When to Tybourn we did go, &c. 


Twas Juſtice Hall and Lying Paul 
Did there, their Exit make; 
And Reliques we take from this Tree, 
Made Holy for their Saxe. 

When to Tybourn they did go, &c. 


The High- Church Ladies cry'd and wept, 
And did aſſert moſt boldly, 
That the ſmall Piece of Timber is 
Now conſecrated Holy. 
When to Tybourn they did 20, * 
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Ou the Cavalcade which was deſigned 
to be made on th fir; of Auguſt laſt. 


OU Loyal Gentle en, whoſe generous Minds 

Are traming gros and laudable Deſigns: 
Bravely 1cſoiv'd ; let every hearty Lover | 
Ot George our King, his Zeal in this diſcover. 
From many Towns and Cities we have heard, 
In what great Pon Ring George's Friends appear'd, 5 
The Tories Rage they neither felt nor fear'd. 
By Day as well as Night their Loyalty, 4 
In Various maiiner they did teſtitie, | 
As it they ſirov'd each ether to outvie. 3 5 
Shall London come behind cach little Town * 
For ſhane! Retreive in this your loſt Renown. 
Shall Tories hiſs by Day to ſhew their ſpite, | 
And Whigs reſerve their Pompous Joy till Night? 
As it the Glorious Cauſe of Liberty "© 
Did not with Noon-Day Splendor beſt agree. | 
Go on, you Loyal Londoners, and ſhew 8 
All other Towns ye can and will outdo, 7 
In Grandeur, Order, Zeal, and Numbers too. 

Let all contrive to make by proper ways, 

Auguſt the Firſt the moſt Auguſt of Days. 
Such Nights as this, when here we meet to ſhow, 
The Love we to our King and Country owe, 
Makes Tories fret they know not what to do. 
Each Song we fing does wound them to the quick; 
Each Health we drink does make theſe Tories fick. | 
But when they ſee how'we'll that Day appear, 8 Ty 


Thouſands in glorious Pomp from Front to Rear, 

And various Sounds of Joy to fill their Ear. | 
When we with loud repeated Shouts 1 
And George for ever cry with Heart and Voice ; 2 
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And Mufick joyning in the Harmony, | 
*Twill fink their Cauſe, make them deſpair and dye. 
Whilſt numberleſs the Loyal Whigs will be, 
Crowding the Streets the Cavalcade to ſee ; 

They'l view that Pleaſant fight with greedy Eyes, 
And univerſal Joy will them ſurprize. 

Yea this, in diſtant Lands, will Pleaſure raiſe, 

And George's Lovers there will London praiſe. 


On Prince Eugene's routing the Turks. 
To the Tune of, An Old Woman poor and blind. 


Ere's a Health to the Great Eugene, 
I Who routed has the Turk; 

His bold, and Veteran German Troops 
HFave bravely done the Work, 
We'll drink their Healths with joyſul Hearts 

In Cyder, Ale, or Wine, 
Whilſt this great overthrow does make 

The Tories here repine. n 


Here's Marlbrough's Health, whoſe conqu' ring Troops 
Still beat the Gallick Turks, e 
They took their fortifyed Towns, 
Storming their jirengeſt Works: 
To Great Cadogan here's a Health, 
Who beat the Tory Turk, | 
His Troops ſoon forced them for fear 
In Hig h- Land Hills to lurk. Ty 


Here's a Health io thoie Two Generals, 
Brave Carpenter and Wills, BR 
Who flying Tory Turks purſu'd, 
Through Dales, and over Hills: ; 
. Px 
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At laſt pen'd up in Prefon Pound, 
They caught poor Tory Turk; 
Pray kill us not, they cry'd, we'll yield, 
Thus finiſh'd was the Work. 


Of theſe three forts, the Tory Turks 
Arc tar the greater Knaves, | 
French Turks, and Turks Mahometans | | 
Are born, and bred up Slaves: | 15 
But Tory Turks, tho' thev're born free, 
Would Slavery bring about, 
A ſhame they are to free born Souls, 
Brittannia tpew them out. 


Tories and Turꝶs are much alike, 
Cowards, and Cruel too; | 
Forfar's and Bruner's barbaroug Deaths 
Like Cruelty does ſhew ; - 
The Tory Turks hate to be good, E 
They would more Miſchict do; | 
O! Were they all to Turky ſent, 
As far as Fericho, 


Tho' France, the Pope, the Turk, the Devil 
Joyn in their Helliſh Cauſe 
Heav'n our Religion does protect, 
Our Liberties and Laws : 
Mad Tories ceaſe your Rage, be wiſe, 
Diſown that forry thing, | 
The Brat brought in a W arming rn, | | > 
And own Great George our Ring | 


88 ( 22 ] 
The Prologue ſpoke by Mr. Smith, at 
the Opening of his Mug-Honſe in St. 


John's Lane. 
| Gentlemen, | 
* | 82 nothing can procure your Cuſtom quicker, 
. 
J " 


Than to be Loyal, and to have good Liquor; 
. I humbly hope to ſee this Room wk Night, 
* As full as now, with Company as bright! 
. As for my Ale — I'm ſure tis right — for Cother— 
hy -I don't love to talk or make a pother ; 
But oft I've been, 'tis known, with Facks engag'd ; 
And oft for ſpeaking Truth the Fools enrag'd. 
Vet always had Succeſs whene'er they rails. 
For if--That + —chanc'd to miſs —This --+never fail'd. - 
But now you'll ſay, becauſe Im Grand Pa Pa, | 
He's Old, and to a Tory muſt give way: 
Hold—not fo faſt—Give me of This Fa plenty, - 
III yet do Thus 95, or Thus, with one of Twenty- 4 
But Banging ſeveral of theſe Paltry Men, 
It coſt me many Scores of Pounds — what then? 
Your Viſits ſoon will make it up again. 5 
Nor is it for my ſelf I ſpeak alone, ns d 


'Y There is my Wife, — tis true, ſhe is but one, 
3 But fegs ſhe'll play her Part againſt the Tyler's San? 
1 In ſhort, our only Truſt's in NW hoggiſh Eriends, 

Let's have their Favour, and we gain our Ends, 
A Mng-Houſe Club has lent Long- Acre Fame, 
And ſwiftly ſpread througheut the Realm its Name, 
So you, kind Sirs, can with the greateſt Eaſe, 
Make St. Fohn's Lane as famous when you pleaſe. 


* Taſtes it. 1 
Pointing at his Head. 
+ His Oaken Towel. 
1 Takes up the Mug. 3 
wot Mimicking to Box od 
* Mimicking to Fence, 4 


Py) - 


A Loyal SONG. 
To the Tune of, Lilibullero. 


J ET High- Church and Papiſts meet lurking in Holes 
| To Curle, and hatch Lies, their Cauſe to maintain, 
Plot Miſchief in ſecret, like nnder-Greund Moles, . 
And wiſh for their Maſter young Perkin again. © 
'Tts George, King George, for him we'll all tand, 
His Health we will Drink, His Praiſe we ui. Sing; 
Who retriev'd our Glories, when loſt by the Tories, 
The High- Church ſhall never make Perkin a King. 


Shall the Whigs meet like them, a few, and in ſtealth, 
Or muſt they ask leave of the Papiſt or Tory, | 
In Numbers to drink to His Majeſty's Health; 
Won't that be (what think ye) a very fine Story? 
Tis George, King George, Wc. Ma 


We'll meet when and where, in what Numbers we 
| | „ pDPpleaſe, 

And fear not the Rage of a perjured Brood: 

We'll be Merry, and ſing at ſuch Houſes as theſe, 


We can't be too publick, our Cauſe is fo good. 
*Tis George, King George, &c. | 


For this, the Facks (ay, they are greatly diſpleas'd, 
But I'll tell you the only Reaſon is this; 

King George they don't love, and ſo they are teaz d, 
When they ſee how Loyal this Company is. 


'Tis George, King George, &c, 


Tories 
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Tories greater Nuaves than Fools. 
To the Tune of, Of al! the ſimple Things we do, &c. 


F all the Fools that cer was known, 
A Tory is the greateſt Fool, 
A greater Knave than him there's u one, 
Search ev'ry where from Pole to Pole. 
Give Fools good Pudden, or good Pye, 
Or, if it be ut Bread 1 ell 8 
| Coaks them, beat them, make 'em cry, 
They'l Part. with none, but fil! their Belly. 


But Tory: rost with all wou'd part, 
Religion, Laws and Liberty, ; 

And good King George with all cheir Hearts, 
For Popiſh Fames and Slavery, | 
Why 78 they ſtrive to be undore ? 

They know they are the Papiſts's Tools; 
*Tis Rage and Malice drives them on, 

So 2 N Kna ves than Fcols. 


4 Hue ny C ry aber. Abel's F Pri ince; 


The Lamentation. 
0 the Tune of, Gniſcard. 


All true Jacks and Papiſts . 
O Poor Abel begs you'll drop a Tear, 
or we have loſt cur Prince, we tear, 

Imcan, our bold Pret nder: 

Old Lewis keeps him in Lorrain, 
From whence ” It ne&er return again, 

ee by France nor yet by Spain, 
But round about by Bender. 


- 
. 
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Oh, 
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Oh, now for Help of Turk and Pope, 
To fave poor Abel from the Rope, 
And greater Men than he, we hope, 
Or elſe we're all undone, Sirs: 
Alaſs! alas; ſor Rome s High Church, 
If Lewis leaves her in the . 
Our Penance mult be Hemp, not Birch, 
Our Sins tor to atone, Sirs. | 


What bilk'd o' Feaſt at Oxford-Arms, 
The Thought each Papiſt's Soul alarms, 

Becauſe it bodes us further Harms, 
Than Halter to Poor Abel : 

For with all Indies, with all Spain, 

In Lewis Hands, it is in vain, 

For us to think our Cauſe to gain, 

And to rebuild our Babel. 


Help Harry here, help Robin there, 

Help P r, Gautier, Menager, 

ny Ma — m, help from every were, 
To bring Rome's High- Church Heir, Sirs: 

St Patrick's Teagues in France's Pay, 9 

Le chatterin A dene, come away 
And make the Whigs a Bloody-Day, 

Or elſe we muſt deſpair, Sirs, 


Keep out, keep out Han ——— Line, 
»Tis only 7a has Right Divine, 
As Romiſh Parſons Cant and Whine, 
And ſure we muſt believe them; _ 
But if their Prince can't come in Peace, 
Their Stock will every Day decreaſe, 
And they will ne'er ſee Perkin's Face, 
So their falſe Hepes deceive them, 
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On Tueſday being the 8th of Septem- 


Charles Peers, Kpight, Lord-Mayor, 
Treated all the Officers belonging to 


the Tellow Regiment, of which he is 


Colonel: Upon this Occaſion, a Loyal 


Soul, and one of the aforeſaid Oifi- 
cbs, compos d and ſung the follows. 


ing Verſes. 
To the Tune of, Which nobody can deny. 


Ong Life to Sir Charles, the City's Defender, 
And ſhort to the Tories, with them the Pretender, 
Poor Facks, their beſt way is a ſpeedy Surrender, 
This nobody can deny, deny, this nobody can deny. 


Such Villains that Mercy have ſcoff*d at of late, 


And Lzes too have 4 * from each Maggotty Pate, 


Muſt all now comply ſince Hopes bears no date, 
it mobody, N,, RY 
Many Stories where told, to their Shame be it ſpoken, 
Jo prove themſelves Papiſts, a very ſme Token, 


--""Th@ ind alg d by ſham Priefts their Hearts are all broken 


This nobody, &c. 


May each honeſt Soldier, now before his Lord, 
Appear with his Heart, as well as his Sword, 
To ſtand by his Colonel in Deed and in Word, 
| This nobody, cc. 255 3 


ber, 1716. the Right Howourable Sir 


> n 


Our 
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| Our Hearts being join'd, we all do declare, 
Poor a Proteſtant Cauſe, our ſelves not to ſpare, 

| So long as we have ſuch a glorious Lord Mayor, 
| This W can deny, deny, this nobody can 2 
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The Rueful Day: Or, I. be Tories 
Thankſgiving. 


3 * 
"I wo - 


„ 
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To the Tune of, T 0 you dear Ormond. 


Ince it muſt be our wretched Caſe, 
This rueful Day to ſee, 
We'll therefore each an Emblem wear, 
Of What our Fate muſt be: | | 
For Ruc and Wormwocd is our Lot, a 
Since we have miſs'd our gioridus Plot. 
With A fa la la. 


Ne. 


Bur then be brisk, my 1 Lads, 
Chear up, my Tonr Boys, 
The Birth-day of our Monarch adds, 
New Being to our Joys; 
Our Wormwood then we'll caſt away, 
And with the Roſe adorn the cf 
With a fa la la. 


With Oaken Boughs we larly love, 
Io bully all the Nation, 
And hop'd by bluſtering | in a Crowd, 
Io gain a Reſtoration; _ 
But we did rue that bitter Day, 
When Oaken Plants 41 brisk y play. 
With a i la 1, 


es „ 

Our bruiſed Bones do make us dread, 

Again to touch the Oak, | 
Or hew we other Enſigns wear, 
That may the Wn1cs provoke ; 
No, we will wear the ſcentleſs Roſe, 

Pale as.the Hero of our Cauſe. 

With a fa la la. 


If this as all our Arts ſhould lack 
Ot anſwering the End, | 
And we loſe Hopes of bringing back, 
Our long defired Friend, | 
| Well all Po Martyrs tor our K—g, 
And make our Exit in a String. 
With a fa la la. 


*— 
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RUE and TTME. 
To the Tune of, The Vicar of Taunton Dean. 


S 1 walk'd along fair London Town, | 
The Raſcally Tories flock'd up and down; 
'Tho'a Thankſgiving-Day, they look'd wretchedly Blue, 
Stuck up with their Roſemary, Tyme and Rue, 
Fa, la, la, &c. | 7 


The firſt that I met was an Ir ſh- Man bold, 

Kin to Ormond, who betray'd his Country for Gold; 
By St. Patrick, ſaid he, tis moſt certainly true, 
That more of my Friends ſmell df Hemp than of Rue, 


Fa, la, la, &c. by 
Then an Oxford Student came next in the Throng, 
Swears he'll bring in Perkin before it, be Jong; 
He'll ſtand for the High- Church and Chevalier too, 
But if Tyburn ſhou'd catch him, the Time he wou'd Rue, 
Fa, la, Ia, cc. „„ | 
Then 


[29] 


Then a Non-juring Parſon came jogging by, 
Look'd much on the Luear, but plaguy ly, 
Said, Friends, I can't now rejayce with you, 
For the Time is come, that I always did Rue, 
Fa, la, la, &c. | 


Then a North-Country Rebel arrived from far, 
Of the Race of that perjur'd Traytor Mar: 
My Friends, ſaid he, it will never do, 


However, for once, Il wear Tyme and Rue, 
Fa, la, la, &c. 


Some of Bolingbroke's Whores, on the ſev ch af Fune,, 
Came Dancing along, to a High-Church Tune; 
Dreſs'd up with their Tyme, and their Roſemary too, 
But the ſaucy Jades had gs their Rue, 

Fa, Ia, Ia, &c. 


— 1 My —— * 2 


The Brim full Bowl. 


Ou Pinnacle. Flyers, where would you advance;. 

W hat would you be bringing of Perkin fromErance 
Toe of a Bowl, filÞ'd up to the Brim, + 

e's a Halter for thoſe t at would bring Perkin! in. 


vou under the Notion of Church make a Noiſe, 


Whilſt the Pope's in your Bell ou acobite Bo . 
Inſtead of a Bowl,” &. Hi 75 Ag 


You ſay, we for Liberty, Literep'k dowels 1 15 
But you would deſtro 1 Crown, "Kingdom and an, 
Inſtead of a Bowl, ; | 


Now Facobites, Facobites Sie is ode Hopey... 

Of bringing un i the French and the Pope, 

: Hines Ha f fil'd up to the Brumm 
ere's a Halter for thoſe that would bring Perkin in, 
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A Loyal Song 
Was when the Seas were roaring, 
- ith Blaſts of Northern Wind, 


I 


Young Perkin lay deploring, 
On Warming-Pan reclia d; 
Wide o'er the roaring Billows, 
He caſt a diſmal Loox; 
And ſhiver'd like the Willows, 
That tremble o'er the Brook. 


Three Weeks are gone and over, 
And five long tedious Days, 
Since I, unhappy Rover, 
Did venture o'er the Seas; 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou cruel Ocean, 
And let young Perkin reſt, 


Ah! What's thy troubl'd Motion, : 


To that within my Breaſt? 


Mar rebb'd of Place and Penſion, 
Rebels thro) Fortune's Frown ; 

His Loſs deſeryes no mention, 

| To the loſing of my Crown; 
Wou'd he regain. his Penſion, 

He need but croſs the Main ; 

But ah me! No Invention, 

My Crown can e'er regain. 


Why was it ſaid the Tories, 
For me did try amain? 


Why then were all the Roarys ?: 


Why are they all in vain? 
No Eyes their Uſe diſcover, 

They mobb'd on Bonfire Night, 
To tempt me to come over, 

Then leave me in a Fright. 
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All melancholly Lying, 


Thus wail'd he for his Crown, 
The Fumes thro' Breeches flying, 
The Tears his Cheek run down ; 


Then mounting High. Church Steeple, 


Axrgyle's Approach he ſpy'd, 
Then leaving Highland People, 
He fled to the Sca- ſide. | | ; 


Where finding of ſome Shipping, 
Which lately came from France, 


The firſt he met he ſtep'd in, 


For fear of Highland Chans ; 
Leaving behind young Tinmonth,. 
And diverſe Friends beſides, 
Cry'd, Devil take the hindmoſt, 
And fo th' Impoſtor dy d. 


1 


A Loyal Song. 
To the Tune of, By the Light of the Moon. 


VIVE are a Loyal Company, 


Met here to celebrate, 
The Glories of our great King George, 
And Miniſters of State: 


Then drink about my jovial Boys, | 


And let your Mwgs go round; 


With Voice, with Trumpet, and with Harp, Fl 


Their Praiſes we'll reſound. 


And if there be a Tory here, | 


That won't with us agree; 


But like ſuch ſpiteful Creatures, 


| Would {poll our Harmony 2 2 
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In drinking of ſuch Loyal Healths, 


As Marlborough and Eugene: 


The filly Wretch will ſneak away, 


Or burſt himſelt with Spleen. 


What tho' the Devil and his Clans, 
Were got up in the North : 
And like the Giants in Guild- Hall, 


Look'd Fierce ard full of Wrath. 


Authority has pull'd them down, 
And great has been their fall; 

Grim Beelzebub their Leader is, 
He'll ſlily ſeize them all. 


Whilſt thoſe true Engliſh Loyaliſts, 
Who ſtand up for our King, 
Againſt the ſham Pretender, 
The Tories would bring in: 


With an undaunted Courage, 


And ſtaunch Integrity; 


Shall live in Britiſh Annals, 


To late Poſterity. 


For he's our glorious Patriot, 
Who fights our Country's Cauſe, 
And dares defend our Native Rights, 


And Conſtitution, Laws: «< 


Buy which we're nobly uarded, 

From the black and diſma! Doom, 
Which long has bin Projecting, 
» By the grinning Prieſts of Rome. 15 


— 8 ee 2104 85 1 7 | 
The Tories Folly. - 


my, Gly B rn open now your Eyes +- 
ly Britoins, open now your Eyes, 


J Silly, f. 


Don't any more your own Happineſs deſpiſe, 
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But ſtand by great George the Nation's Defender, 
Don't be deceiv'd by a Popiſh Pretender. | 


Bleſt was the Day of King George's Coronation, 
Bleſt was the, &F#c. 


Nothing to be ſeen but Mirth in all the Nation, 


Fxcept it was a few that looked ſad that Night, 
Yau may ſee in his Face a diſappointed Facbbite. 


| Ye Tories, ye Tories, What have ye been doing, 


Ye Tories, ye Tories, &c. | 

Han't you been ſeeking your Nation's own Ruin, 
Under the Pretence af Church you lye lurking, 
Imitating it, but feign would bring in Perkin. 


Then who would be a Tory, pray now tell me, 


Then who would, Oe. 
A High-Church Man, with a Pope in his Belly? 
A Nonjuring Parſon, with a ſmallcoal Ferkin? {kin, 


Stand up for Higb. Church, but feign would bring in Per- 


Have not you taken the Oath of Abjuration? 

Have not you, Sc. pr . 

Have not you raised Rebellion in the Nation? 
Have not you ſecretly ſold your Native Land, 
With the reſt of the Traytors, Mar and his Clan? 


If you are Rebels, turn to your Allegiance, 
It you are, Q c. | | 


If you are Traytors, turn to your Obedience. 


If you are not Madmen, live in an honeſt Station: 
Don't ſpit your Venom like Vipers in the Nation. 
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Letter from the Highland-Clans, 
To their Friends, the, Tories and | 
Jacobites, Oc. k 


To the Tune of, To you dear Ormond, | 


at. 


O all you Tories, Jacks, or Payiſts 2 
In G or in 8 PF 7] 
To unbelieving thoughtleſs A the iſts, 
Who would your Femmy Crown ; 
We greet you well with our Highland Hopes, 
And (ing whilſt we are free from Ropes, | 
With a fa la Ia, 


Then firſt beware leſt you ſhould turn, 
With Hopes of ſome Preferment ; | 
And tho' to GEORGE you've often ſworn, = 

Yet to our Cauſe be fervent; | _ 
Your broken Oaths will requited be, bo We (i 
And a Bull from Pope will ſet you free. } 


With a fa la. 


The Whigs cry out for Liberty, | 1 0 | 
Our Party do the fame; | Ot: Th " os 1 
But they adore it Joytully, ns ee 
We ule it as a Name: 5 gr Fn 
For when a Province we're to France, __ 
We ll lead the Whigs the Devils Dance. \ 
| | | With a fa la. 


When 
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When * Queen Anna rull'd this Land, 
We liv'd in Peace and Quiet; 
For we were made to underſ.and, 
We ſhould change our Oatmeal Diet; 
And in England be exalted high, 
Alas! We fear that Prophecy. 
| With a fa la. 


Now Courage all you Men of might, 
And haſten to aſſiſt us; EE 
We may attempt a ſecond Fight, 


P-x1 HE If Cadogan won't reſiſt us: 
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Our Forces come in May to ſhake 'em, 

Or Auguſt, or the Devil take em. | 

But if you like the Mhigiſh Catches, | 
And gently tack about, 


You'll be diſpis'd, as ſhould ſuch Wretches, 


For they ſoon will find {you out; 
Then you'll ſneak away with your Hands before ye, 
And drown your ſelf like a Sconndrel Tory. | 

| 1 With a fa la. 


But we who are ſo obſtinate, 
To Femmy and his Cauſe, 


; Will nobly meet a better Fate, 


And die with great \pplauſe; 
We'll tab, or hang in our own Garters, NORTE 
And the World will fay that we then dy'd Martyry, 
| . Mijlth a fa la. 


To 
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To the Authias of this Collection. 
SIR, 


| 31 ans Wellwiſher for thoſe Loyal Societies, | 


at the Mug. Houſes, for whom you have com- 


piled this Valuable Collection, I thought my ſelf ob- 


lig d to than you, not only for the Diverſion with 
which you have furniſh'd thoſe Socie ies, but for the 
Fuſtice you have done them in this Publick Manner. 


If I had known jour Deſign before you had publiſy'd 
1 Collection, I ſhou d have deſir d the Favour g . 


few Lines upon the Pretender's Gag, brought from 


Lancaſhire, which is to be ſeen at Mr. Smith's Mug- 


Houſe in St. John's Lane; as alſo on the Pretender's 
Warming. Pan, which was lately preſented to the 


_ Cheapſide, by @ worthy Gentleman of the _ 


Roe. Buck Mug-Houſe in the City of Norwich, 


But as the Publick will, no doubt, be impatient for 
a Second Collection from the ſame Loyal Hand, I ſhall 


* 


Submit theſe Subjects to your Second Thoughts : And 


am, Sir, Yours _ 


| OvertheM 


ug and Boxt le, Ce. 
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